FAME

by showing me what your own genius presents to you as mine. It is you
who complete the strain if I strike the chord. The dread of being a
deceiver, even without intention, is more distressing to me than the want
of general sympathy (through which I have hitherto worked) has ever
proved ... I want to have your sympathy. I shall want the sympathy of
those whom I most admire and respect, for life now is all down hill with
me, and I have my best to do/1

But perhaps the most gratifying appreciation was that of F. W, H.
Myers in the Fortnightly:

For many a year the master wrought,

And wisdom deepened slow with years;
Guest-chambers of his inmost thought

Were filled with shapes too stern for tears;
Yet Joy was there, and murmuring Love,

And Youth that hears with hastened breath.
But, throned in peace all these above,

The unrevealing eyes of Death.

Faces there were which won him yet.

Fair daughters of an iron age;
In iron truth portrayed he sat

Warrior and statesman, hard and sage.
From hidden deeps their past he drew

The ancestral bent of stock and stem;
More of their hearts than yet they knew.

Thro' their owngazt looked out on them.

Yet oftenest in the fast he walked

With god or hero long gone by,
Oft, like his pictured Genius, talked

With rainbow forms that span the sky:
Thereto his soul hath listed long,

When silent voices spake in air,
Hath mirrored many an old-world song

Remote and mystic, sad and fair.

And it ended:

Then as he walked, like one who dreamed,

Thro* silent highways silver-hoar,
More wonderful that city seemed,
And be diviner than before:
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